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CLOUDED CRYSTAL 


SCENE—A room in a flat in Notting Hill Gate, London. 
Evening. 

The room is reasonably commodious but it is not parti- 
cularly comfortable and its furnishings are far from 
elegant. Lc in the back wall is a door which connects with 
the small entrance hall. Another door in the R wall leads to 
the other room in the flat. The window, which is cur- 
tained throughout, is in the centre of the L wall. R of the 
door up Lc ts a china cabinet with a small chair beside it, and 
L of the door is another small chair and a table with a vase 
of flowers, an address book and a pen on it. Below the door 
R there is another table with two chairs. On this table is a 
small electric lamp and a fortune-teller’s crystal. Below the 

window is a couch, turned towards the imaginary fireplace. 
On the walls are some undistinguished pictures—cheap, 
framed reproductions. The light switch which controls the 
main light of the room is L of the door up LC. 

(See the Ground Plan at the end of the Play) 


When the CURTAIN rises the room is in darkness except for 
the glow from the table-lamp. This reveals the faces of 
FreDA Hartz and EpirH Marsu who sit facing each 
other across the table R. EDITH, sitting L of the table, is 
wearing a hat and outdoor clothes. FREDA, sitting R, wears 
a scarf on her head, turban-fashion. Seated on the couch is 
RUTH DENVILLE, a shadowy figure in the gloom. FREDA, 
staring fixedly before her, is speaking in a tranced voice. 


FREDA. Yes. Yes. Now I see Mary. Mary is bring- 
ing him towards me. I see his face. It is smooth and 
unlined—unmarked by worry or age. He is going to 
speak to me. (She appears to listen) He says that he now 
looks very different from the last time you saw him 
but you would know him for he is much as he was 
when you first met. What am I to tell her? (She listens 
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intently) Very well. To show her that it is really you, 
I am to tell you that it is Joe speaking. Everybody else 
called you Dick but to Edith you were always Joe. - 

EprrH (brokenly) Joe—oh, Joe! 

Frepa. You are worried about the future and you 
are wondering whether to stay in your present house, 
Edith. 

EprrH. That's true. I am worried. 

FREDA. Joe says that he thinks you should stay 
where you are. If you think the house too big, you 
should ask your sister, Alice, to come and live with 
you. She is most anxious to come. You are troubled 
about your daughter, Carol. You don't think much of 
the place where she is working. You think the job is 
beneath her. Joe says you are not to worry. It is going 
to be all right. (Her voice fading) All right. It is going to 
be... Oh! Oh! (She moans and slumps back in her chair) 


(Alarmed, Epiru rises and stretches out a hand 
towards Freda, and then turns fearfully to Ruth) 


Rura (rising; reassuringly) Don't get excited. Stay 
just where you are. I’m used to this. (She moves up to 
the light switch) YM switch on the light. 


(RUTH switches on the light and the room and the 
three women are revealed. Ruth, standing with her hand 
still on the switch, is a middle-aged woman quietly 
dressed in indoor clothes. Ерїтн, also middle-aged, wears 
outdoor clothes which suggest that she is a middle-class 
housewife. FREDA, a little Jounger than Edith, is neatly 
and stylishly dressed. She is looking about in a bewildered 
Jashion like one newly aroused from deep and troubled 
sleep and she is moaning softly) 


EpITH (moving up stage a pace or two and looking from 
Freda to Ruth) Is she . . .? Ts she all right? 


Ruru (calmly) Yes. She’ll be herself in a minute or 
two. She’s often like this—afterwards. 


(EDITH moves L slightly. RUTH comes down R to the 
table and puts a steadying arm across Freda’s shoulders) 
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Come along, dear. Come along. It's been too much 
for you. 


(FREDA turns a dull, uncomprehending stare on Ruth. 
RurH assists her to her feet. Slowly, for FREDA seems 
limp and weak, FREDA and RUTH move R to the door) 


I'll take you to your room. You'd better lie down. 


(FREDA and Ruta exit R. EDITH waiches them go 
and then moves L slowly and with a troubled air to the 
couch, where she sits. She opens her handbag, takes out a 
handkerchief, wipes her lips and puts it back again. 

In a moment or two RUTH re-enters R) 


EprrH (rising) How is she? 
Ruts. Not too bad. I’ve seen her worse. Do sit 


down. 
(Eprrn sis) 


She's lying on her bed and I think she'll sleep for a 
while. Pll go and have another look at her in a few 
minutes. 

Epiru. Is there anything I can do? 1 feel somehow— 
responsible. 

RurH. No, there isn't anything, thank you. She’ll 
sleep awhile and when she wakes she'll ask me what 
she said and whether you were satisfied. 

EpirH. Please tell her that I was satisfied. Com- 
pletely. I never expected anything like this. 

Rutu. I’m so glad. (She comes down L of the table, 
turns the chair to face the couch, and sits. She looks search- 
ingly at Edith) Was Madame Hartz able to tell you 
anything helpful, Mrs Marsh? 

EpıTH (warmly) Oh yes, indeed! When I came here 
first, Mrs , Mrs ? 

- RurH. Denville. Miss Ruth Denville. 

EprrH. Yes, I'm sorry. You told me. When I came 
here first I was full of doubt and suspicion. 

Rura. I could see that. 

EprrH. Could you? 

Ruru. Oh, I can usually tell. I see so many come 

* 
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here in that frame of mind but they're convinced 
before they leave. 

EprrH. They must be. Madame Hartz is a wonder- 
ful woman. As soon as she said that about Joe’s name, 
I knew she was really speaking to him. And all that 
about my daughter, Carol... 

RurH. Was it correct? 

EprrH. Oh, yes! Everything she said was true. But 
I couldn't understand about Mary. Who is Mary? 

Rutu. Mary is her control. Controls are generally 
simple, innocent spirits. Mary was a little girl who 
died towards the end of the last century. It is through 
her that Madame Hartz is able to speak to the 
others. 

EprrH. I see. Itis good of you to explain—all this is 
strange to me. I’m not nearly so worried now. 

RurH (rising) And if you had a friend who was 
troubled, you would recommend her to come and 
see Madame Hartz? 

EprrH. I would! Of course I would! (She opens her 
handbag and takes out some money which she offers to Ruth) 
Please take this. 


(RurH accepts the money and then glances at the 
notes in her hand) 


Ruru. But this is... 

EprrH (firmly) You are to take it. This visit has 
been worth a great deal to me. (With a change of tone) 
I had no idea it took so much out of her. 

Rutu (defensively) You wouldn't expect it to be 
easy—even for a medium of her powers. 

Eprrn. No, I suppose not. Do you think I might— 
come and see Madame Hartz again? 

Rura. If you think that she could help you. 

Eprru. I feel sure that she could. 

Rura. Just let me get my book. (She goes up L to the 
small table and picks up the book and pen. She moves down 
to Edith leafing through the book) Would next Friday suit 
you at the same time? 

Eprru (rising) Yes, I can manage that, 
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(RUTH makes a brief entry in the book and then looks 
up at Edith) 


RurH. You won't be late? Madame Hartz must 
have her rest between sessions. 

EprrH. Trust me. I'll be prompt. 

RuTH. And now, if you'll excuse me... 

EprrH. Yes, yes. I understand. You'll want to get 
back to her. (She begins to move up to the door Lc) Don’t 
bother to see me out. 

RurH ( following her) Oh yes, of course I will. 

EDITH (pausing at the door) Please be sure to tell her 
that I am very grateful. 

Rutu. I will. I promise you. (She opens the door) 


(EpirH exits. Ruts follows her, closing the door 
behind her. The front door of the flat is heard to close. 
RUTH returns. She closes the door and gives a peculiar 
little call) 1 


Oh-oh! 


(This ts obviously a signal as FREDA enters by the 
door R, walking slowly and smoking a cigarette. She shows 
no sign of her recent distress. RUTH moves down to meet 
her) 


FREDA (pausing c) How was I? 

RurH. Wonderful! Mrs Marsh said you were 
wonderful. 

FREDA. She should know! Was she appreciative? 

Ruta (holding up the notes) To the extent of four 
pounds! 

FrepA. Good enough. Not a bad day's takings. 
How many is that? I’ve lost count. 

RurH. Seven. And we have one more client. 

FREDA. Oh, yes. Mrs Baynton. (She crosses L to the 
couch and sits with a weary sigh) 


(RUTH thrusts the notes between the pages of the book 
which she is still carrying. She then moves up L to the 
little table and replaces the book and pen) 


Eight customers. We’re getting too popular. 


je 
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Rura (moving down L to the couch) Better too many 
than too few. 

ЕвЕрА. How long before Mrs Baynton comes? 

Rurz (with a glance at her wrist-watch) Half an hour. 
But sometimes they are early. Still, she was punctual 
last time. 

` FREDA. I’d better go and look over my script, but 
Chloe seems to have dug out very few new facts about 
Mrs Baynton. How am I expected to spin that little 
lot out for a real session? 

Котн (crossing R and sitting on the chair L of the table) 
There wasn’t much she could pick up! It seems that 
Mrs B. keeps very much to herself and Chloe couldn’t 
go to the house again—not after she’d already been 
there as a canvasser. 

FnEDA. No, I suppose not. But I don't like it. You 
need something to build on—you can't kid them all the 
time. Besides, Mrs Baynton is a crafty bit of goods. 
Educated type, too. I'll have to go carefully with her. 

Ruru (confidently) Oh, you can handle her. She 
went away quite satisfied last time. 

FREDA (still doubtful) Did she? I’m not so sure. 
She’s got a nasty calculating look in her eye. 

Котн. Don’t start imagining things. They're all a 
bit touched somehow or they wouldn't come here. 

FREDA. True enough. Let us be thankful that the 
supply shows no signs of falling off. 

(There is a short silence. FREDA relaxes and RUTH 
studies her intently) 

Ruru. Freda! 

FREDA. Yes? 

Котн. How did you get into this? 

FREDA (raising herself a litile) How did I...? Oh 
bigamy. 

Ruru (rising) What! You don’t mean that you...? 

FREDA (waving her down again) No, dear. Not me. 

(RUTH sits) 
He forgot to divorce his wife before marrying me. I 
was deeply smitten. It was a bad time. 
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RuTH. I’m sorry. 

FREDA. Oh, it’s all over. You get over it a bit at a 
time. Scarcely ever bothers me now. I tried a dull, 
respectable job and I saw just where it got me. So I 
tried this for a change. It pays off. 

RurH (defiantly) And it does no harm—no harm to 
: anybody. 

Frepa. None at all. (She rises and stretches herself) A 
world of good to most of them. 

Ruru. And I never ask them for money. Nobody 
can say that. I just—leave it to them. Fortunately, 
they are always grateful. 

FREDA. We'll be all right, Ruth. Nothing to worry 
about as long as we keep to female clients. 

RurH. You're right there. Men are such nosy 
creatures—always want to find out how it's done. 


(The doorbell rings. RurH rises. RUTH and FREDA 
exchange glances) 


FREDA. Who's this? 

Rura. It can't be Mrs B. already. She wouldn't be 
as early as this. 

Frepa. You never know. See who it is. I'll slip into 
the other room. 


(FREDA exits quickly R. RUTH goes out up Lc and 
returns a few moments later. 
CHLOE SHERMAN enters, following her. CHLOE is 
a neatly dressed younger woman who carries a handbag) 


Ruth (calling) All right, Freda. You can come out 
now. It's Chloe. (She moves down to L of the table) 


(CHLOE moves down to the couch and sinks on to it 
with an exhausted air. RuTH stands looking at her) 
CHLOE. Oh, that’s better! My feet were killing me. 
Ruru. Have you got everything? All three of them? 
Cu oe. For pity's sake, let me get my breath! 

(FREDA enters R. Her expression has no welcome in tt 
as she looks at Chloe) 


Frepa. You’re back early, aren’t you, Chloe? 
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CHLOE. Maybe. But I've brought back all we need 
—and perhaps a little more. 

FREDA (pleased) You have? 

Котн. Why didn't you say so? 

CHLOE. You didn’t give me a chance. (She opens her 
handbag and looks inside) 

FREDA (crossing L and sitting beside Chloe on the couch) 
Here, come on, tell us. Let’s see what you’ve got. 

CHLOE (placing her hand defensively over her handbag) 
In a minute! In a minute! Don’t rush me. I’ve got all 
three of them. But I was lucky—ever so lucky. 

Ruru (sitting on the chair L of the table) Let's have it, 
Chloe. I can't stand this. 

CHLOE. Well, Mrs Gray and Miss Clarke were 
very easy. I tried the canvasser business again with 
both of them and it worked. They're pathetic, you 
know, these middle-aged women living alone. They 
both asked me in to have a cup of tea and then 
proceeded to tell me all. 

RurH. And you've got it all down? 

CHLOE (patting her handbag) Every word of it. It’s 
all in the little notebook. 

FREDA. What about Miss Peters? 

CHLOE. Oh, I was luckier still with her. I saw her 
going into a café, followed her in and sat at the same 
table. After we had had tea, I offered her a cigarette. 
It seems she doesn’t smoke but we got talking. At 
least she did. | 

RurH. Was it all useful stuff? 

CHLOE. No, no. Not all of it. She Just went on and 
on. I had to sort the wheat from the chaff. But I found 
out all we need to know about Catherine Peters. I had 
only to slip in a question every now and then when 
she paused for breath. 

FREDA. Let me have a look at the notes, Chloe. 

CHLOE (taking a notebook from her bag and giving it to 
Freda) ‘There you are. Take a look. Take a good look, 
Freda. You’ve never had a finer collection of gossip 


about any of the customers and it’s all straight from 
the horse’s mouth, 
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(FREDA anxiously skims through the notebook) 


Not that I’m asking for any credit—it all just fell into 
my lap. But I suppose I’m entitled to a lucky break 
now and then. 

FREDA (smiling and looking up) But this is the best 
yet, Chloe! You’ve never done as well as this before. 

Curor. Isn't that what I’m telling you? 

Ruru. Could I see? 


(FREDA passes the notebook to Ruth. RuTH reads it 
carefully. She examines each page and once or twice gives 
a little nod of satisfaction) 


FnEDA. That's the sort of stuff we need. If we could 
only rely on you bringing home something like that 
every time... 

CHLOE. I always do me best, Freda. But it’s very 
difficult. You ought to try it sometime. 

Frepa. How could I? Don’t talk nonsense, Chloe! 
If I were seen anywhere near where one of them 
lived... 

CHLOE (hastily) Oh, I know you couldn’t. But I do 
wish you could see it my way sometimes. I’ve got to 
be so careful. Just one question too many, just a word 
out of place and I've made somebody suspicious. 
That’s one thing we can’t afford in this business. 

FREDA. You're right there. If one of the old dears 
ever tumbled to us, it would be the finish. But we're 
all too cute to let anything slip. 

CHLOE. You ought to touch wood when you say 
that. 

Frepa. Don’t say that you’re superstitious, Chloe! 

Crror. Not me! But I don't go around looking fof 
trouble. 

- RurH (closing the notebook at last) Congratulations, 
Chloe! You’ve done wonders. 

Снгок. If you say so, I must have! It isn't often I 
get any praise from you. Any chance of a cup of tea? 

Frepa. I should think youd drunk enough tea 
with Mrs Gray—and Miss What's-her-name— Miss 
Clarke. 
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CuLor. Oh, that was ages ago. I'm as dry as a 
bone. 

Ruts (rising) Then you'd better get a cup of tea 
at the café across the road. We'll have Mrs Baynton 
here shortly and it wouldn't do for you to meet her. 

Chor. Oh, all right. (She rises What about 
the next lot? When do I start on them? 

Ruth. Drop round first thing in the morning and 
I'll have them ready for you—addresses and any little 
snippets I was able to nose out. 

CHLOE. How many are there this time? 

Котн. Only four—and they're all fairly close 
together. 

CHLOE. Only four! If you knew how far I had to 
walk to get something on just one of those wretched 
women! Oh, well! Pd better be off—don’t want to 
bump into Mother Baynton. (She begins to move up to 
the door) 


(RutH follows her. CHLOE halts and turns to RUTH, 
who also pauses) 


Ruth, dear. 

Ruth. Yes? 

CHLOE. Let me have something on account. 

Rurn (guarded) On account of what? 

CHLOE (airily) Oh, fares, teas—expenses. 

FREDA. Give her a pound, Ruth. She deserves it. 

Ruth. Very well. (She moves L. to the little table, takes 
a treasury note from the address book and gives it to Chloe) 
Here you are. But that’s for tomorrow as well. 

CHLOE. Thanks. (She looks at the note in her hand and 
then at Ruth) You know what I think? 

Ruru. No. How should I? 

CHLoE. You're becoming generous in your old 
age. You watch out or you'll finish in the poorhouse. 
Good-bye for now. Cheero, Freda. 

Frepa. Cheero. 


(CHLOE exits quickly. With a resigned shrug, RUTH 


follows her. The outer door is heard to close and RuTH 
returns) ; 
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RurH (moving down towards the couch) Chloe’s all 
right but she has to let you know that she’s smart. 

3 FREDA. She's smart enough. We'd be lost without 
ег. 

Котн. She knows that, too. (Looking more closely at 
Freda) What's the matter with you? 

Frepa. Nothing. Why? I’m a bit tired, that's all. 

Котн. You must be. But, cheer up, this is the last 
for today. 

FREDA. Yes, the last. (She sighs) 

Котн. Anything worrying you, Freda? 

Frepa. Yes. This Baynton woman. I wish she 
wasn't coming. 

RurH. This is just because you're tired. You know 
that you can easily... 

FREDA (rising) No, I can’t. I tell you she’s a deep 
one. After I left the room last time, I heard her say 
to you: “That’s all very well, of course, but it is so 
terribly vague. I shall expect to hear something more 
definite next time I come.” 

Ruru. They often say something like that but 
you've always managed to satisfy them. 

FREDA. Then I have something to build on. Now І 
have nothing. Nothing at all. I’ve never been like this 
before—I’m uncertain of myself—frightened. 

Ruru (going to Freda) But you can't go on like this, 
Freda. Everything depends on you. Come, now. 


(The doorbell rings. FREDA and Rutu are startled 
and turn towards the door up LC) 


FREDA (distressed) She’s here. She's here, Ruth! 
What am I going to do? 

Ruts (calmly and deliberately) I'm going to let her 
in. You're going in the next room and you'll pull 
yourself together. 

(FREDA stands staring at the door up LC) 


Freda! 
(EREDA turns and looks at RUTH who points to the door R) 


Go on! We can’t keep her waiting. 
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(Reluctantly and slowly, FREDA walks across the room 
and exits by the door R. RUTH watches her with a 
worried expression and then goes out by the door up 
LC. RUTH returns. : 

A flashily-dressed woman in her late thirties, MAISIE 
THURSTON, enters, following Ruth. Maise is friendly 
with Freda and Ruth) 


(Calling) Oh-oh! ' 
Maris. Come on out, Freda. You've got a visitor. 


(Ruru and Maisie both look towards the door R. 
FREDA enters R and pauses just inside the doorway 
when she sees Maisie) 


FREDA. You can't stay, Maisie. We're expecting a 
client. y 

Maisie (cheerfully) That's right. Throw me out 
before I've had time to open my mouth. (She moves 
down to the couch) 


(Ruru follows her) 


I don’t care if you are expecting a client. I was here 
: first and I'm a client. (She sees the doubt on their faces) 
I am. Honestly, I’m a client. 

RurH. Then you must make an appointment and 
come back again when we’re not so busy. 

Mars. But I need help. I thought you were 
friends of mine. Can’t I sit down for a minute? 

RurH (grudgingly) Oh, all right. 


(Maisie sits on the couch) 


Frepa. You'll have to pretend that you're a 
departing client if this woman turns up. 

Mais. Suits me. 

RurH (moving down to the couch and sitting beside 
Maisie) Now, what’s the matter? 

Massıe. Remember when you saw me in the 
restaurant last Saturday at lunch time? ` 


FREDA (moving c) Yes, we remember. Have you 
come to apologize? 
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Maisiz. Apologize? What for? 

RurH. You know. Why, you hardly looked at us— 
nodded at us as if you owed us money. 

Maisre. Wait until I tell you. That was all part of 
my plan. You see, I didn't want Sam to think I knew 
you very well. 

FREDA. Sam? Was he the big stout man who was 
with you? 

Maisıe. That’s Sam. He’s got a heart of gold—and 
plenty in the bank. 

Ruru. Here, what's all this about pretending not 
to know us? Are you ashamed of us? Aren't we good 
enough for him? 

Maisiz. Plenty good enough. The point is, Sam 
had a lot of trouble with his first wife. She’s dead now. 

FREDA (sitting on the chair L of the table) What's that 
to us? 

.Maisre. Nothing. Nothing at all. But he’s fond of 
me and I know he’d marry me if he could get Clara 
out of his mind. If he could do that we would be all 
right. (Looking directly at Freda) I told him about you— 
that I’d heard of you and how clever you were. 

FnEDA (sharply) Then you shouldn't have! You 
can't trust people. He might tell the police. 

Maisie. Not him! Not Sam! He doesn’t like the 
police—he’s a bookmaker. © 

RurH. And what is Freda supposed to do? 

Frepa. Yes, where do I come in? 

Mars. Ivè suggested that he comes to see you. 
You know what these sporting men are—super- 
stitious. Then I thought that you might—you might 
. - . (She:falters) 

Frepa. What might I do, Maisie? 

Marse (taking the plunge) You might give him a 
reading of the cards or you could do a spot of crystal- 
gazing—anything as long as you tell him that his 
troubles aré behind him and he’ll be all right as long 
as he marries me. 

FREDA (coldly) You're making a mistake, Maisie. 
I'm not a fortune-teller—I'm a medium- 
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Marsie. A fake medium. 

FREDA (rising angrily) Pll not have that from any- 
body! You’d better get out of here, Maisie Thurston, 
» before I tell you... 

RurH (rising also) You're not to upset yourself, 
Freda. (Turning to Maisie) After that, you'd better go. 
(She nods in the direction of the door up 1c) Come on. 

Marsie (protesting) Just a minute. I didn’t mean 
any harm. We know each other. After all, there’s a lot 
of names you could call me. 

FREDA. There are, indeed! 

Marse. And some of them would be true. But 
I've got a chance now to make something better of my 
life and I want your help. I've done my best for you 
when I could—sent you clients and given you their 
histories in advance. 

FREDA. She has, you know, Ruth. 


(Ruru watches Freda closely and nods without 
speaking) 


Masts. But I’ve asked too much, it seems. (She 
rises. Sighing) Oh, well! 

Frepa. Hold on a minute! (She considers) I suppose 
loud... 

Котн. Don't touch it, Freda. It'll only bring us 
trouble. Remember what we said about not taking 
men as clients. 

FREDA. Yes, but this is different. Maisie's a friend 
and she's got a chance here. It's up to us to help her. 

Marsie. Oh, if only you would! (She opens her hand- 
bag and produces a wallet) Look, if a pound or two will 

ڈو وم 

FnEDA. Put that away. We're well fixed just now. 

Ruru. Not all that well! 

Marse (surprised) You don't mean that you'll do 
it for nothing? That isn't professional! 

FREDA. No. We'll expect a bonus when he names 
the day. 

Marg (warmly And you'll get it, Freda. I 
promise you that. 
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Rura. I don't like this! I don’t like it, Freda! 

FreDA (briskly) Don’t worry. I've got this taped. 
It'll be easy enough. 

Marist. I'll put you wise about Sam. I can tell you 
all the details... 

Котн. Not now, you can’t! There isn’t time. 

Frepa. Come round tomorrow—in the morning. 
We'll be alone then. 

Marse. Right you are. I'll be here about ten. (She 
smiles at Freda) I am grateful to you. 

FREDA. You are now—see if you're grateful two 
years from now. 


(The doorbell rings. Ruru and Marise look sur- 
prised but FREDA is really startled. FREDA glances fear- 
fully at the door up Lc and then turns to Ruth) 


This must be her! 
RurH. Yes, dear. There's nothing to worry about. 
. FREDA. ГЇЇ до my best, Ruth. I can't promise more 
than that. (To Maisie) I'm going into the other room. 
See you tomorrow. Good-bye. 
MaısıE. Good-bye, Freda. 


(FREDA exits R dejectedly) 


And thank you . . . (Her voice trails away as she watches 
Freda exit) What's the matter with her? 

RurH. She's scared of this client. I don't know 
what's come over her. 

Marse. But why? They've never scared her before. 

Котн. I know—but we've got exactly nothing on 
Mrs Baynton. 


(The doorbell rings again) 


All right! All right! (Turning to Maisie) If you're sup- 
posed to be a client, have your handbag open—as if 
you’d just paid me. 


(RurH hurries out up LC. MAISIE opens her handbag, 
takes out a mirror, glances at herself briefly and puts tt 
back. RUTH returns. 
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Mrs BAYNTON enters, following Ruth. She is a 
well-dressed woman of fifty who wears an habitual 
expression of severity. She bestows a glance at Maisie, 
mingling distaste and displeasure in equal proportion) 


Maisie (closing her handbag; effusively) Good evening. 

Mrs BaynTon (severely) Good evening. 

Rutu (io Mrs Baynton) I am sorry to have kept 
you waiting. This client was just about to leave. 

Marse (brightly) Yes, I’m just off. Madame Hartz 
was quite wonderful. (To Ruth) You’ve booked my next 
appointment? 

Rura. Oh, yes. We'll expect you on Wednesday 
afternoon. 

Mars. Pll go now. Good-bye, Miss Denville. 

Котн. ГЇЇ see you out. 

Maisie (with a doubtful look at Mrs Baynton) Er— 
good-bye. 


(Mrs Baynton bows her head gravely but makes no 
further acknowledgement. 

Discomfited, Matste exits hurriedly ub 1c. RuTH 
follows her. Left alone, Mrs Baynton looks dis- 
approvingly round the room. She moves up R to the china 
cabinet and, running a finger over it experimentally, 
obviously finds traces of dust. RUTH returns) 


Ruru (as she enters) I’m sorry that I didn’t intro- 
duce you to that lady but you know our rule—we 
don’t introduce our clients to one another. 

Mrs Baynton (coldly) No apology is necessary. 
(She moves down to L of the table) Your client hardly 
looked the kind of person I would seek to know. 

Котн (defensively) Appearances aren't everything, 
Mrs Baynton. Besides, we don’t choose our clients. 
They choose us. 


Mrs BAYNTON. Quite so. Is Madame Hartz ready 
or is she resting? 


Котн. She's ready. Pll just call her... (She starts 
to move R to the door) 


Mrs BAYNTON (raising a hand to check her) Please! 
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I think I told you, Miss Denville, that I was far from 
satisfied with my last session with Madame Hartz. 

Ruru. I explained to you that she was tired and 
that it is very difficult to establish contact under 
conditions of considerable fatigue. Also, may I re- 
mind you that we do not guarantee... 

Mrs Baynton. I remember everything you told 
me, Miss Denville, and I have had time to think this 
business over. My reflections do not bring me any 
comfort. Last time Madame Hartz told me nothing— 
absolutely nothing—that I did not know before and 
everything she said was framed in the vaguest of 
terms. It could have meant anything—or nothing. 

RurH. What do you mean, Mrs Baynton? 

Mrs BaynTon. Only that I have the gravest doubts 
as to whether Madame Hartz is a genuine medium. 

Rura. That is a very serious charge and I am 
glad you have made it to me instead of Madame 
Hartz—she is a sensitive and sincere woman who 
would be prostrated if she knew that you felt like 
this. In the circumstances, I think it would be best if 
you allowed me to refund your previous fee and then 
cancelled... 

Mrs BaynTon (firmly) By no means. That would, 
I realize, be the easiest way out—for you and Madame 
Hartz. But, if my worst suspicions are proved correct, 
then I have a duty to perform. It cannot be right or 
just that people should trade upon the griefs of the 
bereaved. 

RurH (moving closer to her) Is that what you sug- 
gest, Mrs Baynton? That Madame Hartz and I are 
engaged in such a trade? 

Mrs Baynton. For the present, I make no accusa- 
tion. But I have my doubts. If I am wrong, I shall 
be glad to apologize. 

Ruru. But why do you feel like this? 

Mrs BaynTon. I’ve told you. Last time she told me 
nothing. (Indicating the crystal on the table) And then, 
this business with the crystal... 

Ruru, What could be wrong with that? 
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Mrs BAYNTON. A great deal. Fortune-tellers em- 
ploy crystals. I have never yet heard of a medium 
who used one. 

RutH (protesting) But she doesn’t use it as a for- 
tune-teller does. She merely has it for the purposes of 
concentration. When the crystal clouds and blurs to 
her, it is usually the prelude to her trance. I thought 
I had explained that. 

Mns BavwTON (shortly) Yes, you explained. Does 
Madame Hartz know that I am here? 

RurH (moving R towards the door) Vl tell her. 

Mns BaAvNTON (sharply) Miss Denville! 

RurH (halting and turning to her) Yes? 

Mrs Baynton. Would you be good enough to call 
Madame Hartz? 

Rurn. But why? 

Mrs Baynton. I should feel easier in my mind if 
you did not leave the room. 

RUTH (reflectively) I see. (She shrugs) As you wish. 
(Calling) Madame Hartz! Madame Hartz! Mrs 
Baynton is here! (To Mrs Baynton. More quieily) She 
won't keep you waiting. 


(Almost immediately, FREDA enters R. Although 
troubled, she is obviously making an effort at self-control. 
She pauses when she sees Mrs Baynton) 


FREDA. Good evening, Mrs Baynton. 
Mns BavNroN. Good evening. + 
Frepa. If you would sit at the table... 


(Mrs BAYNTON moves to the table and sits on the 


chair L. FREDA sits on the chair R. RUTH waiches Freda 
anxiously) 


I should first tell you the purpose of the crystal... 
Mrs BAYNTON (interrupting) There is no need. 
You told me last time. Also, Miss Denville has just 
explained once more. 
Frepa. Very well. Now, if you would be good 
enough to tell me about the one with whom you 
wish to get in touch... 
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Mrs BAynTON. It is my sister—my elder sister. 
(Reluctantly) She died three years ago. 

Frepa. That is all you wish to tell me? 

Mrs Baynton. Yes, It should be quite enough. 

Frepa. I would have liked a greater degree of 
co-operation but I will do my best under the circum- 
stances. (To Ruth) Would you switch out the main 
light and then sit on the couch? 

Rutu. Of course. (She moves up L to the switch and 
switches off the light. Then she moves down and sits on the 
couch) 


(There is now no light except from the table-lamp. 
Only the faces of Mes BAYNTON and FREDA can be 
seen clearly) 


FREDA (taking up the crystal, holding it between her 
hands and regarding it intently) I look into the crystal. 
Its shape is an image of the world, its opaque depths 
a reflection of the nothingness into which we pass on 
first leaving this life. (She lowers the crystal from the table 
and removes her hands from it. Her voice is now stronger, 
more compelling, than her conversational voice) I seek and I 
entreat. (She raises one hand and seems about to grasp 
something unseen) I reach out to her who shall guide me 
on this journey. To guide me... (The hand is held out 
for a moment and then drops to the table. She sits rigidly 
erect with a hand on either side of the crystal) Yes? Who is 
it? I cannot hear. You must speak more distinctly. 
(She appears to listen) That is better. So your name is 
Gwen? 

Mrs BaynTon (breathlessly) That’s right—Gwen. 

FnEDA. Have you any message for your sister? (She 
listens) I am to say to you that she is now reconciled 
with your mother. The old misunderstanding is 
cleared away. Gwen knows how hard you tried to end 
the quarrel between them. (She pauses) Both she and 
your mother are grateful to you for what you did and 
they realize now that you took neither side but acted 
only for the best. 

- Mars BAvwTON. That's true—Heaven knows! 
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FREDA. Gwen asks your pardon for her anger at 
your last meeting. She was ill and under great strain 
at the time. She trusts that you will think better of 
her after this communication. 

Mrs Baynton. Oh, I will! I will! 

FREDA. And now, she asks if you will go to her 
daughter, Winifred, who is deeply troubled. There is 
a difference between Winifred and John, her hus- 
band. It might be that you could help. But there is 
trouble. Trouble for Winifred. Gwen asks your help. 
Your help... (Her voice trails away and she slumps 
forward suddenly with a little moan) 


(Mrs BayntTon puts out a hand to Freda. RUTH 
rises) 


Ruts. Don’t touch her! 
(Mrs BaynTon withdraws her hand) 


She must come out of this naturally. Just a moment. 
Pll switch on the light. (She moves up to the door and 
switches on the light) 


(Mrs BAYNTON is looking anxiously at FREDA, who 
is sitting slackly in the chair with her head downbent) 


Mrs Baynton. How I have misjudged her! (Glanc- 
ing up at Ruth) You, too, Miss Denville. 

Ruru (looking at Freda) Don't talk about that now. 

Mrs Baynron. What can we do for her? 

Rurn. Very little just now. I think I ought to take 
her to her bedroom. (She goes to Freda, puts an arm 
round her and tries to raise her) 


(FREDA remains unresponsive and lolls back in the 
same attitude when RUTH removes her arm. RUTH draws 
back from her looking puzzled) 


No. Better not. She’s never quite the same when she 
comes out of it. Pll leave her awhile. You were 
satisfied? 

Mrs BAYNTON. I didn’t think that this was possible. 
I am unable to express my thanks. (She rises and again 
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looks with concern at Freda) If you are sure that I can’t 
do anything... 

RurH. Truly, there's nothing. She'll be herself in 
another quarter of an hour or so. 

Mns BavwroN. Then tell her that I think she is 
doing wonderful work. (She opens her handbag and takes 
i out some notes which she thrusts into Ruth’s hand) Here, 
take this. 

Rouru (hesitating) Are you sure . . .? 

Mrs Baynton. Of course I am. I must go now but 
I will get in touch with you again—after I have seen 
my niece, Winifred. 

Rutu. Pll just see you out. 


(Mrs BaynTON exits up Lc. Ruru follows her out. 
FREDA stirs and looks about her, dazed and bewildered. 
RuTH comes back) 


(Jubilantly) You were magnificent, Freda! 1 don't 
«know how you did it! All that stuff about her mother 
and the quarrel when we’d only got her sister’s name! 

FREDA (blankly) What do you mean? 

Ruru. Why, when you said that they were now 
reconciled ... (Something in Freda’s expression silences 
her. In a different, alarmed tone) What is it? What’s 
wrong, Freda? 

FREDA (brokenly) I didn’t know! Oh, I didn’t know 
where I was or what I was saying! Where have I 
been? Oh, Ruth... Ruth, I’m frightened—so 
frightened! 


FREDA and RuTH are staring at each other with the 
same terrified expression on both their faces as— 


the CURTAIN falls 
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On stage: Small table. On it: Address book, pen, vase of flowers 
2 small chairs 
Couch 
China cabinet 
Table. On it: fortune-teller's crystal ball, table-lamp 
2 chairs 


Personal: Eprrn: handkerchief, treasury notes 
RUTH: wrist-watch 
CHLOE: notebook 
Mais: wallet, mirror 
Mns BAYvNTON: treasury notes 
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